Project R

PART ONE~ NUMBER THE R’S
Prologue~


A thug pushed a button outside of Giovanni’s office. 


“You may come in,” said the muffled voice of the comm. The thug turned the doorknob and shoved open the heavy door. 


Giovanni sat in his BIG recliner facing the badly painted wall. His Persian purred loudly as it was petted. 


“What is so important that you have interrupted my 47th cup of coffee?” he bellowed. 


“Well, sir,” mumbled the thug. He gulped and his palms became sweaty. “I have a plan to take over the world, sir.”


The recliner swung around abruptly.


“To take over the world, huh?” Giovanni asked. “How?” 


“We use the same plan as Hitler—except that we capture all of the women and imprison them. We’ll kill them and do cruel and unusual experiments to them,” explained the thug.


“Hmmm… good idea…” Giovanni considered. “Inspired. Gentlemen, capture them all.”

~

Part One~ The Beginning of the End

Chapter One~ Our Lord’s Rebellion


The phone rang inside our small, wooden cabin. I ambled over to the black cordless and picked it up.


“Hello?” I said sleepily.


“Mmmmph -don- mmph -let- mpphhmmm -Boss- mmmphhh –get you-“ it said. It was very static-y and I could barely hear the message.


“HELLO?” I yelled. But the voice was gone. “I wonder who that was?” I put the phone down on the receiver.


“Who was that?” James inquired, striding into the room. His periwinkle slippers scuffed the floor, making a cckk-lack, cckk-lacking sound.


“I don’t know,” I replied. “All I heard was ‘Don’t let Boss get you’ and a whole bunch of static.”


James shrugged, making his dark periwinkle hair puff up and down to the motion of his shoulders. That’s when the phone rang again. 


“Hello?” I asked.


“Jace? It’s Mondo,” the voice said. It was Mondo, and he sounded panicked.


“What’s up?” I said.


“It’s Sacciamalia. She’s gone missing,” Mondo said. I gasped.


“Did she, by chance, call me just minutes ago?” I asked.


“Yes. She had her cell phone with her when they took her,” Mondo informed.


“They?” I repeated. “Who are they?”


“They are the most loyal thugs. They are out for females who have blond hair and believe in a God. And Sacciamalia, well,” Mondo said. He sounded choked up, about to cry. “They took Saccia.”


“That’s terrible!” I shouted. “I gotta get Lynette and Sunny out of sight!”


“You’re too late,” Mondo said in dismay. “They got Sunny, and they’re going for Lynette. Go now!”


“Thanks, Mondo. Bye,” I said, hanging up the phone. I turned around abruptly. “James! It’s Lynette!”


“WHAT?! What’s wrong?” he asked.


“Some thugs are out for women with blond hair who believe in a God. They got Sunny. You must bring her here!” I yelled.


James rummaged for his blue raincoat, for it had began to pour. Once he found it, he tugged it on, and rushed out the small cabin door, slamming it as he left. 


“Good bye,” I whispered.


In her room, Jessie began to stir. She rubbed her eyes open and sat up in a cold sweat. She shook her head and tossed aside the white covers. She pushed herself out of the large bed and balanced on her feet. Slowly, Jessie walked out into the room where I was standing.


“James?” she beckoned. “James? Where are you?”


I looked awkward standing there in my red-and-black Joe Boxer pajamas just doing nothing. 


“Umm, he went out,” I explained.


“Where?!” she screamed, grabbing me by the collar. I winced in preparation for a mallet whack, but it did not come. All that there was were Jessie’s blue innocent eyes searching for the sea green eyes of her partner.


“He’s out to get Lynette,” I said in a squeaky voice. Jessie loosened her grip on my shirt as she cooled down.


“Why, what’s wrong?” Jessie asked, looking concerned. 


“Funny, that’s what he said when I told him,” I said. “Anyways, the Boss’s thugs are out for women with blond hair who believe in a God. Lynette has dirty blond hair.”


“Oh, I hope he’s alright…” her voice trailed off as I saw a tear well up in her eye. She looked desperately out the window for a sign—a sign that James was okay.


The lightning flashed an electric yellow color as it crashed to the ground outside. Jessie, in her red silk pajamas, was eating waffles that were soggy with syrup. She forked them, not really eating them. This annoyed me because I had made them from scratch.


“Jessie, are you going to eat those or do I have to put them on the pile with all the others?” I asked angrily. Jessie just sighed. I grabbed the dish and spooned the rest into the trash bin. 


“You know,” I reminded. “At least we know that he won’t get caught.”


“Yes, I know,” she sighed, “I just worry about him.”

Chapter Two~ He Has Found Them

A doorknob turned with a click, and the front door creaked open. First there came a wet, blue windbreaker. Next, there was a golden yellow blanket, and after that, a pink one. I recognized the windbreaker to be James, but Jessie had beat me to it. She was already in his arms, the red silk being soaked.


“I’m so glad you’re back,” Jessie cried. “I was so worried.” She took down the hood of his coat and kissed his damp, cold cheek.


I, on the other hand, noticed the yellow blanket had two blond starbursted ends of hair. 


“Cassidy?!” I exclaimed. The blankets were then thrown off and the pink one revealed Lynette. “Oh! Lynette!”


“Hi, J.C. I’m so glad that you told James to go get me,” Lynette thanked me. 


“Oh, I owe it all to Mondo,” I replied. “He’s the one that told me.”


As our conversation went on about the weather, homework, and boys, I saw Cassidy sneering at Jessie and James.


“Yeah, sure, Lynette. You can have whatever you want,” I said. Lynette sauntered over to our small kitchen corner. Cassidy glared at me. 


“You,” I said, thinking. “You need to come with me.” Cassidy and I strode into my changing room, leaving behind the food fanatic and the young lovers. 


“First,” I said as we entered the room. “… We’ll dye your hair. It must be brown.” I fished through my hair dye bag and finally found the perfect color.


“You look fab,” I said reassuringly. “No one will ever suspect you.” I took another look at Cassidy’s new chestnut hair. I had cut it shorter and styled it into two buns-- one on each side of her head.


“Good. Now can I leave?” Cassidy asked.


“No Cass. You have to pose as my southern Auntie, Rachael,” I explained. Cassidy looked rather ticked off. I could tell by the way her eyes flickered from their usual purple hue to a deep maroon.


I dragged Cassidy into the “living room” to present her to Jessie and James.


“Voila! Here is my Aunt Rachael,” I announced proudly. Jessie quirked an eyebrow.


“The clothes need work,” Jessie commented. I guess she was right, because Cassidy was wearing her Rocket uniform. “Come on, uh, Rachael. Let’s get to work on you.” Jessie grabbed Cassidy by her wrist and flung her into her room. Just then, I saw James and a girl emerge from the room. The girl had dark brown hair with bangs that touched the bottom of her cheek. She was dressed southernly with a blue dress that reached to her ankles.


“Hah-dy, cousin Jace!” she greeted. James smiled proudly. The thought suddenly came over me that Lynette was behind the accent and the dress.


“Lynette?” I exclaimed. “Is that you?”


“Nope. Mah name’s Mary Ja-in,” she said. “Just kidding. This is my disguise. Perfect, no?”


“So, uh, Mary Jane. James did a pretty good job on you,” I praised. 


“Thanks, J.C. I appreciate it. I worked really hard trying to rummage through Jessie’s stuff…” James said. Then I heard screaming from Jessie and James’ room. 


“I won’t wear it!” 


“Then they’ll take you!”


“Fine then! I’d rather be tortured than to be with YOU!” I sweat-dropped. 


There was a knock at the door. It rapped so hard that the door cracked. Jessie and Cassidy stopped quarreling, and all was silent except for two noises. One was James and I quickly transforming and the other was Jessie.


Another knock. This time, it was harder. 


“Come i-an,” James said in his freaky high-pitched southern voice. The doorknob turned and it was busted through.

Chapter 3~ The Slaughter (as told by








Sunny Skyie)


I woke up on my hard wooden bed next to about three other people. There were no pillows, and my head rested on the scant sheets. And boy, was it cold in my ragged brown clothes. 


My nose was smelling the dirtiest, smelliest smell in the world. I would describe it as a pigpen, which is what it looked like. There were kids and adults of the Rocket team strewn across the room. They were all females, all blond, all wearing “R” necklaces, like me. 


I looked around the pigpen, looking for one of my friends or family. Finally, I spotted Sacciamalia in one of the far corners of the big bunks. I had the urge just to call out her name. 


“Sacciamalia!” I hollered. She looked over at me.


“You there! Quiet!” a nearby guard yelled. Saccia kept on looking at me. I mouthed the words, ‘good luck,’ and she nodded.


It was a long, hard day of torture. First, the soldiers made us eat an off-white, liquidy mixture that they call ‘mashed potatoes’ and claimed that the bacon was what was left of the other prisoners. They forced me to drink this reddish mixture that they called blood, but it was obvious that it was red food coloring in water. 

Next, they dragged me off to an area with a pit of dead Rockets. It was depressing to see the dead females, cold, gone, no more, right in front of me. After forty minutes of torture watching more and more women being shot, they hauled us to a beating ground. I was fortunate. I didn’t get beaten with that long, wooden stick, or get shot into the pit. I was unfortunate, too.

Near the prisoners’ curfew, a soldier had taken me into a white room with a cement floor. The only objects in the room were a dim light in the corner and a bed of silk. On the door, the sign read, ‘Experimental.” 

The soldier followed me in and locked the door from inside and out. He began spewing out orders.

“Sit on that bed! Strip down to your skin! Lay there!” were some of his orders. Soon, The soldier had followed his own rules also, except he was standing over me.

Soon, I had a familiar feeling. It was the feeling that Blaze and I once had together, yet it was much different. 


Then I figured it out. The soldier was raping me!


I awoke in the same room, except with my clothes on. The door was open also, but it was morning. 


I wanted to get out of there so badly. I had to.

Chapter Four~ You Go Without Me

“We are commenced in a search for one Cassidy Bomart and one Lynette Morgan,” the soldier bellowed.


“Ah’m sorry, sir,” I said. “All who’s here is me an’ my sisters, cuzin an’ aunt.”


“Then we’ll have a check,” another yelled. He pointed at me. “Your name?”


“Sarah Marie Leonards,” I replied. He pointed at James.


“Susanna Maye Leonards,” James stated. The officers pointed then at Lynette.


“Mary Ja-in Horne,” she said.


“Why is her name different?” a third soldier questioned me.


“This is mah cuzin’,” I explained. 


“Where is your Auntie and your other sister?” the first one asked.


“Right hear,” Jessie said. She was dragging herself and Cassidy out of the room. “Mah name’s Virginia Raymond Leonards.”


“A-I-nd Ah’m ‘Chael Anne Horne,” Cassidy said. 


“Well, we just decided to arrest the brunettes of the Rocket clan. You’re specified Rockets, Chael and Mary,” said the second officer. The soldiers took Cassidy and Lynette by the arms. Lucky for me, I was wearing an orange wig. 


Quickly, Lyn and Cass were being dragged out of the door. I knew their destination—concentration camp. 


James began to cry for the kidnapping of his sister. Jessie held him and tried to no avail to comfort him. She tried hugging him, talking to him, and even kissing him.


Suddenly, James snapped. He jumped out of Jessie’s lap and ran again for his raincoat. 


“Where are you going?” I asked him. He turned his tear-stained face towards me.


“I’m going to save Lynette,” he answered simply. He rushed over to me and gave me a quick kiss on the cheek, as a brother would. Then he went slower over to Jessie.


“Good luck,” she said. They had a final, passionate kiss before James departed for his sister.


As James was jogging through the rain and mud, a thought came into his head. He reminisced about a time when he and Lynette were young. 


James was about to leave for the bike gang. Lynette wanted to go so badly, but was very ill. He remembered her last words to him before she joined Team Rocket.


“No, James. I can’t go. You go without me,” she had said. 


James stopped a moment and let the rain drop and splatter on his head. 


‘She would want me to be safe…’ he thought. ‘She can get out on her own. Besides, I got my best friends who need to keep covered. I gotta stay behind.’


He turned around and ran as fast as he could back to the cabin. While running, thoughts of Jessie, J.C., and Lynette flashed through his head.

Chapter Five~ Where is Jessie?

James opened the wet cabin door, panting.


“Jessie… J.C….” he gasped. James closed the door, gently slamming it. He glanced around the room. “Where’s Jessie?”


“Uh…” I said, searching for an excuse. “She went shopping,” I finally blurted. 


“No she didn’t,” James said.


“What do you mean?” I asked cautiously. 


“Well, first of all, Arbok’s Pokèball is still here. She never goes anywhere without it. Second, her coat is here, and third, all Rocket shops are closed!” James yelled. “Where is Jessie?”


“Well,” I started.


“YES?!” James prompted.


“She was taken.” James gasped at this news. “She was dying her hair, and it happened to be blond, so… THEY took her.” Tears were forming in James’s emerald eyes. 



“Jessie…” he whispered.


“And they’ll be coming for me,” I said. I knew this was true. The soldier-thugs had a list of every Rocket’s name and address. They also had our hair and eye color. 


“We’ve got to save her!” James said. I took a moment to think. 


“It’ll be risky, but we can pull it off,” I said, determined.


“Or,” James commented. “Fall on our faces.”


“We’ll have to try.”


I found myself in an army suit crawling through the mud. Not the most comfortable thing in the world, but we had to get Jessie. If we got her back, at least James would be happy… Not so happy that I won’t be able to sleep, I hope.


Suddenly, we heard a pattering noise behind us. There was no brush near me, and I wasn’t well disguised. But James was far behind me, and already in a hiding spot. They wouldn’t catch him. 


How did I know it was THEM? Well, who else would come into basically the middle of nowhere? 


They came closer, chomping up the dead, wet grass and the brown, sloshy mud. And that’s when I knew that they saw me.


“You there!” one of several thugs belted out. The other thugs looked over at me. Or at least what I thought was me.


I winced, waiting for my capture. The silence was deafening. The crunch, crunch, crunch had not been headed my way at all. It was behind me that the thugs had directed themselves.


I turned around to find a brunette trying to outrun them. She had short hair with normal bangs. Blue eyes with matching earrings covered her face. Then I realized that the running girl had been, in fact, my own sister, Autumn. 


I watched in horror as the soldiers dragged her away. Then I started to understand how James must’ve felt when Lynette was captured. Awful. 


When the thugs were out of sight, I turned around for James.


“James?” I hollered. “Are ya there?”


“Keep going. We have to find Jessica!” he yelled back. 


There was a pause in movement as I heard another ruffle of the tall, yellow grass. The footfalls were loud thumps, coming at a fast pace—towards our voices.

Chapter Six~ I Am Captured!

I saw the thugs. They were stomping their way towards me. Once they spotted me, I was a goner. 


They grabbed my arms and legs and tied my mouth with a handkerchief. Before I knew it, I was being hauled off to the concentration camp. 


I awoke in a hard, wooden bed full of people. It was night then, and all of us unfortunate women were dressed in brown rags. 


The bed was covered with barely enough sheets for a bunk level, and there were no pillows. No pillows and no blankets, nor even a single bathroom in the whole area. 


I squinted through the room in darkness, trying to find my sister, friends or Jessie. Maybe even a flashlight would be acceptable. I gave up trying to see even my own two hands, for it was of no use. Soon, I was back in a peaceful slumber. 


I had a dream also. It went like this:


There was an angel with battered wings in front of my eyes. She was dressed in a white robe tied at the waist with a piece of rope. Her hair was a roasted brown tint, wavy, and her eyes were two shining sapphires. She said, ‘J.C., do not fear. I have sent your friend, Jessie’s, hero for you and your friends. You will be rescued unexpectedly. Be prepared. Remember this…’ And the voice, like that of a harp, had vanished.  


I woke up the next morning to the strident voice of the thug-in-command. 


“… And you shall all receive your rations. Now, up!” he commanded. I arose wearily from my spot in the bunk level, and jumped to the bottom. I landed on my feet, fortunately, and followed the other prisoners. 


We ended up in some sort of mess hall. Once there, I spotted a head of red, aerodynamic hair. It was Jessie! Though I only got a brief glance at her, I marked in my head where she had gone. 


When I arrived at our morning ration station, the cook, also a Rocketto capture, slapped some odd-looking circle on my cracked, wooden plate.


“Pancake of the Gang,” she muttered. Though I could not see the face, I recognized the voice.


“Saccia? Is that you?” I questioned. The cook tilted her head up, and I was correct.


“Shh. They’ll torture you if they find out we know each other,” Sacciamalia insisted.


“Mondo is crying over you,” I whispered as I walked away. I saw a glimpse of her tear-dimmed eyes before a soldier scolded her.



“Back to work! NOW!” he belted. Saccia then tilted her head back down and began to serve the pancakes.


I found a seat near Jessie and sat upon it.


“Jessie!” I yelled. She looked up from her mush to hear me speak.


“J.C.? Is that really you?” she gasped.


“Yup. In the flesh,” I said, forking the burnt cylinder.


“How’d you get in this awful prison?” Jessie asked.


“Well,” I said. I touched my pancake one more time and it burst into a zillion tiny, cakey bits. “James and I were trying to help you escape, and the thugs came. I couldn’t get behind the bush in time, so they got me and dragged my ass over to Torture Island.”


“Nice word choice,” Jessie commented. 


“Thanks.”


When Jessie and I had finished our ‘meals,’ we had to form a big line with the rest of the ladies. 


The line crept along like heavy traffic on a Monday morning. One after another, girls and women were put into categories: Workers, Experiments, Pit Women, Shot on the Spots, and Beaters.


Five women until me. 


My heart skipped many beats, pounding faster and faster, as if I knew that I would be chosen to die.


One more person.


“Beater,” the Official said, shoving the young girl into a clan. I stepped up for my fate.


“She’s got good, strong bones. What do you do, girl?” the Official asked me.


“I dance and work out,” I replied.


“Worker,” he said as he shoved me in with a group of girls my age.


“Experiment,” I heard him call as my mind drifted off into thankfulness.


I waited a long time to see Jessie’s group being chosen. Finally, it arrived.


“You are very pretty. Are you still a virgin?” the Officer inquired Jessie.


“No, sir,” she replied meekly.


“Experiment.”

Chapter 7~ Lab Rattata (as told by Jessie)

“You are very pretty. Are you still a virgin?” asked the Officer who appointed our jobs. I told the truth and said yes, they’d rape me. So I used reverse psychology. 


“No, sir,” I replied, even though I was. The officer paused.


“Experiment,” he bellowed. I cringed, but went silently over to the herd of people.


Experiment was the worst thing to be appointed to. You could be experimented for your hair, eye color, body shape, or you could be raped for the cause of their liking.


I hope that they only experiment on my hair or eyes… I’d rather not experience the others…


Once everyone was assigned, we walked down the rugged trail to the rooms of our experimentation. I did not see anyone I’d like to bunk with. 


“Amilee Rocket,” barked one of the officials. “Room 1.” I saw a short, skinny brunette peek out from the crowd and walk over through the grassy path to the room. 


I anxiously awaited my fate, as a little boy waiting for the lunch bell would. 


“Jessica Morgan/Rocket, Room 15.”I took one last look at the sea of brown rags before I stumbled over to my room. I turned open the doorknob and looked in. 


In the end, I was bunked with Cassidy and Fire, which wasn’t too pleasant. 


“So, Jessie,” Cassidy teased. “How are things with you and your boyfriend? I mean, James?”


“Ohhh, you…” I started. 


“Are ya still just kissing?” Fire asked. I groaned, remembering a scene from two years ago.

J.C., James, and I were throwing a victory party for our fake Pikachu capture. All of the adults at our party were playing ‘Spin the Bottle,’ including myself  and James. 


It was a dumb mistake, really. I had volunteered to go first, and I spun the bottle around. And guess who it landed on? Yep, that’s right- James. 


Cautiously, we inched together, much like our first kiss. When our lips touched, it was no longer timid, but a daring and brave kiss. One where our arms were wrapped around each other. It was also one where we forgot about everything but ourselves.


“Hey, you guys, this is a PARTY! Get a room!” Fire jeered. That just about ruined the occasion, as something always did.


“What do you think?” I asked harshly. 


“Well, considering what you said in the line… NO…” Fire mocked.


“I only said that because I wanted to STAY a virgin,” I proved. 


“Sure, yeah, whatever,” Fire said, deflated. 


The rest of the day was very quiet, considering I was in there with my two worst enemies. That is, it was quiet until Fire was forced to be carried over to the eye experiments. Soon after she went, Cassidy was forced over to the organ experiments. That left two things for me, and I hope that it was a hair experiment. 


Time was a slug, very slowly creeping along until my time came.


“You! You’re going to the hair experiments! Move it!” a thug ordered. A sigh of relief was all I could do as I, too, was being pushed towards the hair experiment lab. 


I pushed open the shiny, white door to the laboratory and inside was a wiry mess. There was a handful of professors working on two other women. Machines were rudely blurping as a professor came towards me. 


“You vill now put on zese cloze,” the professor squeaked. He handed me a set of neatly folded hospital gown. Not my choice of fashion, mind you. 


I put on the gown without complaint, for if I did otherwise, they’d punish me worse. Tacky, tacky things they were, too.


The odd professor guided me to a bed of white, papery sheets. I laid down on it, and another professor took a lock of my hair. 


They examined it, the professors, and talked in an odd language of which I did not recognize. Suddenly, they grabbed a gas mask and strapped it on my face. At first, it seemed like normally cold air, but it began to speed up my heart rate. My lungs couldn’t supply enough air to keep my heart rate the same. I finally succumbed to it, and became numb. All I could hear was my own head pounding, and all I could feel was a needle being poked into my arm several times. 


Then, my mind went blank, turned black, as I was knocked out. 


“Do not fear, Jessie. I am J.C.’s guardian angel. I have sent James for you. He will rescue you unexpectedly. Be prepared. Remember me…” said a voice in my head. I couldn’t see the source, but the voice seemed like that of a harp. Confusing, but I understood it somehow. 


James was going to save us. And it was going to be soon.

Chapter 8~ Cruel and Unusual (as told by 









Autumn) 

“Pit Woman,” said an official. He was assigning my duty. Pit Woman meant that you were to be shot or had to watch other women being shot. 


I walked over to the congregation of people who had been standing in the ‘Pit Woman’ line. I hope my sister had a more fortunate job. But, there really is no fortunate job. 


I impatiently waited for everyone to have their job. I hoped I wasn’t shot first, or at all for that matter. I wanted to get out of there, that torture chamber! 


Once the final lady was appointed, our troop of Pit Women marched over to a large pit of dirt, blood and rotting corpses. The pit was very small, being covered with all of the bodies. It sickened me to see them, and though I tried, I was forced against my will to. 


We were lined up facing the pit, about two feet away. 


The first person in line had to squat in front of the pit. The thug up there had said something, but I was so far behind that I couldn’t tell what. Then I heard a gunshot, a gruesome cry, and then another body was added to the pile. 


This procedure was continued for about an hour until we were dismissed for lunch. 


I got into the lunch line, also very long. When I was being served, I noticed that Sacciamalia was still serving meals.


“So how is it, Saccia?” I asked.


“The food, or the job?” Saccia asked.


“The job.”


“It’s probably better than yours.”


“Well, good luck,” I commented while she slopped a sandwich down on my plate. I searched for an open seat, preferably near my sister. I could not see her, nor Jessie, nor even Cassidy. But who I did see was Lynette and an open seat. I hurried over to her and sat down. 


“Hey, Nette. How is this for you?” I asked.


“Not… So… good…” Lynette said, wearily and a little green. 


“Lynette? Are you okay?” I questioned. Lynette made a sour, puckered face, closed her eyes, and vomited onto her food. Even without her vomit, the food looked similar. 


I moved my plate over and I saw bruises on her arms. She had been beaten. 


People who were watching either called for a maid or nearly spewed themselves. Finally, an attendant came and cleaned up the mess. The maid also took Lynette secretly to a medical area. Who would have done that except for… It was Sunny! I was very surprised to see her, but said nothing to get in trouble. 


I still wondered if Lynette would be okay, but I was informed to go back to the pit.


I found myself in a familiar lineup, but I was second closest to being shot. My heart beat fast as a thug neared us.


“There will be no more shootings today,” he began. “But instead, you will clean up this pit. Strip the bodies of jewelry and money, and then put the riches over here. Then we will burn the bodies.” 


I forced myself into the pile of bodies and began plucking the riches off of them. With each new corpse, tears ran down my face. 


‘That was someone’s sister, or wife, or mother,’ I kept on thinking. ‘and that could be me.’

Chapter Nine~ Thanks, But Please or The Escape

‘Pick up the bricks, lay them down,’ I thought. I was participating in rebuilding the experiment huts. It was hard work, and I had concrete dust all over my face. 


‘Lift and lay, lift and lay. Boy how exciting this is… Lift an-” My thinking was cut off by the voice of a thug.


“A-ten, hut!” 


All of us workers dropped our bricks and faced the thug in a straight line. 


“All a’ yous women. To the shower, NOW!” he ordered. 


“Yes, sir…” I whispered as I walked with the other girls to the showers. I was quite excited about taking a shower. I hadn’t seen myself in the mirror, but I felt filthy. 


When our group assembled into a mob, a thug came. He looked familiar… short, blond hair, cut into small spikes… And that way he stood… That was it! He was Blaze! 


“Six of you girls will be chosen to go first. Any volunteers?” Blaze asked. Nearly all of us waved our hands frantically. “Too bad. You, you, you,” he said pointing to me, Autumn, and Jessie. “Uh… you, you and you over there.” Those who he pointed at were Saccia, Lynette and Sunny. 


Well, at least I knew them…


Blaze pointed us at the door to the bathhouse. We went without hesitation to the door of the shower rooms. 


After ridding ourselves of clothing, we entered.


Hollow… Hollow, tiled walls supported the cement ceiling. There were no windows, and just a single light bulb in the middle of the concrete ceiling. It was all very dim, and I barely could see the shine coming off of the showerheads.


Was that blood I saw on the walls? I got very curious. 


James flung the last shovel-full of dirt over his shoulder. Now all that he had to do was go up. 


He was trying to save his friends, but had no clue as to where they were. He used his best guess to locate them. 


James dug up into the roof of the tunnel, careful not to get showered with the bits of grime and roots. 


The door to the shower room clicked locked. A soft rumbling and shaking was under our feet. 


“What’s that?” Saccia asked. 


“What’s what?” Autumn said.


“That,” Lynette said, pointing a finger at the ground. 


“Oh, that,” Autumn said, “that’s just someone trying to blow this place up.”


We all agreed to this. Then,-- wait a second… 


“BLOW IT UP?! “ we all yelled in unison.


Now a small crack was in the tile. Sunny, Lynette and the rest of my friends lined up facing the wall, hoping that we wouldn’t die. Jessie, however, was standing there. It seemed that she was listening to something…


Suddenly, a big hole was caving in through the floor. 

A hand reached out, and then another before the thing pulled itself up. 


Then I saw it.


“JAMES!!!” Jessie cried in joy. She ran up to him and tackled him to the floor. “You have come!” She was practically Frenching him before he knew what was happening. 


“Uh… Hi?” James asked, voice wobbly and high-pitched. He looked at the rest of us. My friends and I quickly covered our… well, you know… and screamed.


“Calm down!” James yelled over our screams. We immediately stopped screaming. “I’ve come to save you. I dug a tunnel for us to escape through, and I’ve brought some clothes for you… Since those outfits were tasteless…”


He handed us our spares, and clothing of other hues for Sunny and Lynette. Either way, we were all at least clothed in our uniforms. 


“Now what?” Lynette asked. An unlocking sound of the door said it all.


“Go,” James ordered, pointing to the hole. We rushed to the fissure in the floor and ran through its path. 


The dirt-smeared halls were crawling with roots of plants and other such nature. We were blinded in the dark route and had to feel the walls of it to escape. Sound was captured by the earth, and we could not tell if a thug was following us. 


Sprinting through a winding darkness was hard enough, but sometimes there were two paths. I’m guessing this was to confuse the minds of our sure-to-be followers. 


Suddenly, a dim glow was showing behind us. It hurt our eyes to adjust to it, but we needn’t look at it anyways. James, who was first, changed our slow walk to a ludicrous run.  


We ran on silently until the light was no longer visible. The light wasn’t visible because we had fallen into a hole. 

Chapter Ten~ Regularly Hard

My face hit the cold, mushy dirt along with the rest of my body. 


“Damn it, Saccia! Get off of my back!!!” I whispered rather loudly. She had landed on my back after we fell into the hole. 


Sacciamalia lifted herself off of my spine and I took my face out of the muddy mess.


Wait a second—Mud? Could it be? It was raining two days ago, and it hadn’t cleared up in a while. I looked outside of the cavernous hole. 


The beam of light hit my face like the golden gates of heaven. 


We had reached the end of our journey! 


I clambered out of the mud and ran out into the sun’s bright rays. The green grass and the blue sky were a dream to me. The trees waved their limbs in welcome of us. 


“We’re out!” I whispered in a dreamy voice. 


It seemed like everyone had the same idea as I, for they just kept staring out into the colorful landscape. 


“Let’s not stare out our vision,” Jessie reminded. “You know, the thugs are still probably chasing us.”


Everyone lowered their heads and agreed. 


“Well, we can’t go in a big cluster like this. They’re sure to find us that way,” Sunny explained, fingering her long, blond hair. She was always a girl of logic.


“You’re right,” said Autumn.


“What we need is a quick plan,” James suggested. 


I thought about it for a moment, and it came to me. 


“Hey! Guys, I got an idea!” I shouted. “Jessie, James and I will pass ourselves off as the twerps. Autumn, you, Lynette and Sunny will be trainers obsessing over a Jynx, played by Sacciamalia. Sound good?”


My colleagues nodded in agreement, and the plan was being carried out. My Ditto transformed into Ash’s Pikachu, and I, into Ash. Lynette, Autumn and Sunny took some of the leftover clothes from James’s heap and put them on, looking fairly good. I was perfecting Jessie and James’ posture and costumes. 


“There,” I stated. I took a look at my work; Jessie as Misty and James as Brock. ‘Ahh, close enough,’ I thought. Autumn and her accomplices were awesome, and Saccia looked just like her Pokèmon equal. 


We heard footsteps in the distance, like the slapping of water. The thugs had found the gap in the path, and were coming closer.


“Get ready, everyone!” I said.


“I challenge YOU to a match, Ash Ketchum!” Lynette yelled.


“Well, you’ll never be able to beat ME!” I challenged. “Pikachu, go!”


“Pika,” the little electric mouse replied. Ditto/Pikachu jumped into the circle that we had created.


“And, like, I choose you, Jynx!” Autumn shouted, pointing her Jynx at our rink. 


“Ow, idiot!!!” a thug bellowed at his assistant. They had fallen into outside. 


“Uh,” I said, thinking. “Pikachu, thunder-shock!” 


Ditto’s red cheeks sparked with electricity. 


“Pi-ka…” Ditto said. 


“Stop right there, young battlers!” the thug yelled at us. Ditto turned its attention to the noise. 


“Yes, what is it?” Jessie/Misty asked. 


“We’d like to see your trainer licenses,” thug #2 said. 


“Like, we’re the new gym leaders at the Goldenrod City Gym,” Sunny said, flashing her badge from Goldenrod Gym.


“Believable,” thug #1 said. “And you three are?” He pointed at Jessie, James, and I.


“I’m Ash Ketchum from the town of Pallet. I’m the undefeated champ, just look at my Dexter!” I said. 


“You are not, Ash. I’m Misty, from Cerulean City Gym,” Jessie/Misty proved.


“And I’m Brock from Pewter City Gym,” James/Brock stated. “Do you, by chance, have a sister?”


“Oh, yes. I’ve seen you both before,” thug #2 said. “No, I do not have a sister. Why do you ask?”


“Oh, Brock has this thing. Whenever he sees a pretty girl, he goes bahooties!” Misty explained sarcastically. 


“Whatever. Go on with your battle,” the first thug responded. “Just pretend that this never happened.” The two thugs climbed up the wall of mud and we could hear them running back to the concy camp.


There was a long, long pause before anyone said anything. 


“Well, we did it,” Jessie said disappointedly. “But now we have to split up.”


“Jynx, Jynx? I mean, why?” asked Sacciamalia. 


“Well, we have to travel separately so that we aren’t found again,” Sunny said. 


“Then let us bid ado,” James said.


I ran up and hugged my friends good-bye. 


“Lynette, you go with Sunny,” Jessie said. “Autumn, you go with Sacciamalia. And I’ll go with my teammates.”


Within a few minutes, we had departed our separate ways. I wondered if I should ever see them again… 

Chapter Eleven~ For the Many Miles…

“I’m hungry,” James complained. 


“I want a nice, warm bath,” Jessie moaned. 


“All I want is for you two to stop complaining,” I said. “We put up with this day after day. You’d think we wouldn’t care as much!”


My feet ached with pain. I could’ve used some Doctor Scholl’s right then. My back was killing me, as well as my stomach. And to top it all off was PMS and allergies. Sheesh. 


Our trio staggered on for about 5 miles that day, stopping only to rest or go to the bathroom. We ate only berries, and drank only water, and slept in the clothes on our backs. 


“I can’t… go on…” Jessie whispered weakly. She had to rest often, and before long, James had to carry her in his sore arms.


Near the end of the forest was a Pokèmon Center. It was like winning immunity on Survivor: glorious. 


James and I practically crawled the last few steps. We collapsed in front of the Center.


“Help…” I called out weakly.


I awoke in a chamber with three white walls and a glass panel. Nurses in pink uniforms were standing there, staring at me while I opened my eyes groggily. I sat up to find myself in a light teal hospital gown. It wasn’t much better than at the concentration camps, but at least it wasn’t blood-stained or torn. 


The golden doorknob turned open. Nurse Joy tip-toed in quietly to my side on the papery-sheeted bed. 


“How are you feeling?” she asked me. 


“Uh… better than before…” I replied. I moved my left arm to rub my eyes, but there was a sharp pain in my elbow. I glanced down at it to realize that it was an IV poking into my arm.


“Or not…” I said. 


“Well, you’re sure to be fine to go tomorrow,” Joy assured. 


“Well, what was wrong with me?”


“You just needed some bandages, food and rest, that’s all.”


I nodded my head and clunked it back down on the pillow, falling asleep.

Top of Form


“Oh…” I said. I looked at the scenery around me. I was lying on the hard, dusty ground, in between two forests. 


‘This must be… Misdreavous Path…we’re almost home!’ I thought. ‘Then I can-‘


My thoughts were interrupted by a feminine giggle. It came from somewhere behind me. I saw the olive green leaves of a bush rustle, and suddenly Jessie tumbled out from behind it. It scared the hell out of me, because my first thought was that someone had found me. 


A Misdreavous was on her face, tickling her. They create illusions, and she was thinking of- well, let’s just not say what she was thinking about. Typical. 


“Uh… Jessie?” 


“WHAT?!” Jessie shouted.


“Um… That’s a Misdreavous…” I said. Jessie squinted as she crossed her eyes. 


An earsplitting scream killed anyone within a ten-mile radius. The Misdreavous shot off of her face and into the bushes. 


“That was disturbing,” said an entering-the-scene James. Jessie’s face turned a bright pink as she blushed.


“Let’s just go HOME,” I moaned. 


“Right,” Jessie and James responded.


We walked on through Misdreavous Path, Misdreavous Valley, and finally, there it was.


We beheld the beautiful pallet of colors as the sun set in a blaze of orange, purple, pink and red. And we saw the setting sun on our cliff. Misdreavous Cliff. 


The sun slipped into the mountains like egg yolk into chocolate cake mix. But, not long after all that was left was a purple highlight, we saw people entering the area. People wearing black uniforms and black berets. And they were marching.


The people who looked like soldiers marched closer and closer to our cabin. We weren’t inside the cabin, so there was more danger. 


I looked on in horror as the leading official dude approached me. He lifted his beret so that I could see his eyes. It was Blaze.


“Blaze?” I exclaimed.


“I have some news, White Squadron One,” Blaze said. 


“OUT WITH IT, MAN!” Jessie screamed, mallet ready.


“Well… The Boss has been assassinated.” All three of us gasped. 


There was a pause.


“YAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAYYYYYYYYYYYYY!!!!!” Jessie, James and I yelled. We jumped up and down a few hundred times. 


“Well,” Blaze began. “This means we’ll have to find a new Boss.” Our joy halted as we realized the truth.


“He might relocate us!” Jessie whispered.


“He might rename us,” I said.


“Or worst of all,” James said, worried. “He might eat all the donuts!!!!!!!”


I looked at him sarcastically. 


“Well, see you Blaze. Tell Sunny to call me,” I told Blaze. Blaze nodded and his troops marched out of the valley in our cliff. 


‘I wonder who our new Boss will be,’ I thought. 

Recap: 

Chapter One~ Our Lord’s Rebellion
· Giovanni is out to kill the blond Rockets, Sacciamalia is captured

Chapter Two~ He Has Found Them

· J, J, J.C. take in Lynette and Cassidy and try to save them

Chapter Three~ The Torture (ATB Sunny Skyie)

· Sunny is being experimented on 

Chapter Four~ You Go Without Me

· James tries to save Lynette

Chapter Five~ Where is Jessie?

· Jessie is captured and James and J.C. try to free her

Chapter Six~ I Am Captured!

· J.C. is captured

Chapter Seven~ Lab Rattata (ATB Jessie)

· Jessie is being used for experiments 

Chapter Eight~ Cruel and Unusual (ATB Autumn)

· Autumn is facing death 

Chapter Nine~ Thanks, but Please…

· James comes to rescue them when they were in ‘shower rooms’ 
· They escape

Chapter Ten~ Regularly Hard

· The escapees have to pass themselves off as the twerps or a Pokèmon

Chapter Eleven~ For the Many Miles…

Giovanni is said to have been killed by one of the campers

